so far from having bought me a puppy, John had invested
in a gangling ilntrained specimen for herself. . . Ladye's
rueful comment being 'Not another dog!'
About an hour later the telephone rang again. This time
it was John asking for my doctor's name and address as
their own was not available. She seemed worried but quite
collected and told me very briefly that Ladye, having dined
normally and drunk a glass of red wine, had suddenly felt
very unwell and was complaining of pins and needles all
down one side. Of what this symptom portended John was
as ignorant as I was myself. I gave the required address and
as a matter of course hurried off to their hotel. By the time
I got there, Ladye was unconscious. The cerebral haemor-
rhage was a gradual one, but it affected the speech centres
from the first and though she lingered on until May 25th,
showed that she recognized John and on one occasion
managed to raise her hand to her lips and kiss it, she was
never able to speak again.
John's grief was overwhelming and was intensified by
remorse. She blamed herself bitterly and uncompromis-
ingly that she had allowed her affection for me to trespass
upon her exclusive devotion to Ladye, that she had brought
me so closely into their home life, thereby as she thought,
marring the happiness of Ladye's last months on earth . . .
she saw no excuse for herself in the fact, fully realized by
Ladye, of the twenty-four years* difference in their ages
and her comparative youth. She even reproached herself
for that last day at Maidenhead. She turned to me in-
stinctively in her despair, as she was always, thank God, to
turn to me in all trouble throughout her life, and yet,
paradoxically, her desire for expiation was such that I think
there was a time when, had she only considered herself, she
would have put me out of her life and offered me up as a
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